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  To the girls who wear black all year round, and the ones who wish October would never end.








  
  A Note from the Author


Dear Reader, 
Thank you for joining me for the third installment of the Pumpkin Spice Witch series.
Halloween has always held a special place in my heart. It’s a time of transformation, of trying on new identities, and facing the things that scare us—with a little bit of fun mixed in, of course.
In The Halloween Haunt, our heroine has to face her biggest fears yet. Writing this story was a reminder to me that bravery isn't about not being afraid; it's about walking into the haunted house anyway because you know your friends are waiting on the other side.
I am so incredibly grateful to you for reading. Your support allows me to keep playing in this magical world, and for that, I am truly thankful.
Grab some candy corn and get comfortable.
Warmly, KJ Rose
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  Chapter 1: The Ghost in the Grocery Store


Act I: The Skeptic & The Medium 
Chapter 1: The Ghost in the Grocery Store
Piper stood in the cereal aisle of Hollow Creek Grocery, holding a box of Frosted Flakes, when the dead woman appeared beside her.
"Too much sugar, dear."
Mrs. Gable floated three inches off the linoleum, her floral housedress rippling like she stood in a gentle breeze that didn't exist. She'd been dead for two weeks—heart attack in the frozen foods section—and apparently hadn't gotten the memo that haunting the place where you died was a cliché.
"Noted," Piper said, not looking at her.
"The granola is much better for you. Builds strong bones."
"You're dead. Your bones are gone."
Mrs. Gable sniffed. "No need to be rude."
Piper tossed the Frosted Flakes in her basket and moved toward the checkout. Behind her, Mrs. Gable made a disapproving tsk-tsk sound that followed her down the aisle like a wasp.
This was Piper's life now. Had been since she was seven years old and realized the pale man in her classroom wasn't a substitute teacher but the ghost of the school's original janitor, dead since 1952. Twenty-three years later, the dead still wouldn't leave her alone.
They were everywhere. In line at the post office. Sitting in the park. Standing on street corners, confused about why no one would help them cross. Most of them wanted something—a message delivered, a mystery solved, peace, closure, revenge. Piper had learned to tune them out, to look past their translucent forms and keep walking. She wasn't a grief counselor for the deceased. She was a bookkeeper.
She paid for her cereal—twelve dollars, highway robbery—and pushed through the glass doors onto Main Street.
And stopped.
A massive black production van sat in the middle of the road, blocking traffic in both directions. Chrome accents caught the afternoon sun. The side panel bore a logo in sharp, modern font: a spectral hand reaching through static.
SPECTRAL TRUTHS: Season Finale.
Two camera operators unloaded equipment. A woman in a headset barked orders into a walkie-talkie. And there, stepping out of the van in designer jeans and a leather jacket, was the face Piper had seen on a dozen streaming service thumbnails.
Whoever the ghost hunter was—she didn't bother learning their names—they were here.
In Hollow Creek.
Piper groaned, closing her eyes against the headache already forming behind her temples.
"Great," she muttered, clutching her grocery bag. "The circus is in town."
Behind her, Mrs. Gable phased through the grocery store wall. "Oh, how exciting! Are they here for me?"
Piper didn't answer. She turned left, away from the production crew, and walked faster.
It was going to be a long week.






  
  Chapter 2: The Production


By the time Piper reached Town Square, the circus had multiplied. 
Fog machines pumped artificial mist into the air, which was absurd considering Hollow Creek woke up every morning wrapped in natural fog that rolled off the creek like clockwork. Cables snaked across the cobblestones. A lighting rig the size of a small car sat perched on the fountain, pointed at the town's historical marker.
And everywhere, everywhere, there were people in black T-shirts with headsets, moving with the self-importance of an invading army.
Piper tried to skirt around the edge of the chaos, but a production assistant in a puffy vest stepped in front of her.
"Ma'am, we're filming. You'll need to go around."
"I need to cross the street."
"We'll be done in twenty."
Piper looked at her watch. She had a 2 PM meeting with the Hendersons about their tax returns. "I need to cross now."
The PA gave her a pitying smile—the kind reserved for locals who didn't understand how television worked. "Like I said, twenty minutes."
A voice cut through the controlled chaos, smooth and confident.
"Ready in five, people. Let's make this count."
Piper looked up.
And there he was.
Liam Sterling stepped into the fog—the fake fog—like he'd been born in it. Dark hair styled into careless perfection. A jawline sharp enough to cut glass. He wore a black shirt that fit like a second skin and jeans that probably cost more than Piper's car payment.
He was even better looking in person, which seemed deeply unfair.
A camera operator moved into position. Liam rolled his shoulders, flashed a practiced smile, and locked eyes with the lens.
"We are here," he began, voice dropping into that gravitas-laden tone Piper recognized from the show's promos, "in the cursed town of Hollow Creek. For decades, locals have claimed this place is haunted. That spirits walk among the living. That the dead refuse to rest."
He paused for effect.
"We're here to expose the lies."
Piper walked straight into the shot.
"You're blocking the crosswalk," she said.
The camera operator swore. The producer—a squat man in cargo shorts and a baseball cap—threw up his hands. "Cut! CUT!"
Liam's TV smile vanished. He turned to Piper, annoyance flickering across his perfect features. "We're filming."
"You're blocking the crosswalk," Piper repeated. "It's a public sidewalk. I have places to be."
"We have a permit."
"I don't care if you have a blessing from the Pope. Move your equipment."
For a moment, Liam just stared at her, like he wasn't used to people talking back. Then his expression shifted into something that might have been amusement. "You live here?"
"Born and raised."
"Then you probably believe in all this ghost nonsense."
"What I believe in," Piper said, shifting her grocery bag to her other hip, "is not standing in the middle of the street arguing with someone who thinks good lighting equals journalism."
A laugh barked out from one of the crew members. Liam's jaw tightened.
"We're serious investigators," he said, voice cooling. "Not some YouTube amateurs with EMF readers and night vision. We use science. Facts. We debunk the myths that prey on vulnerable people."
"How noble."
"It is, actually."
They stood there, locked in a staring contest that Piper had no intention of losing. Up close, she could see the faint makeup covering the scar on his left eyebrow. The practiced way he held his posture, always camera-ready. Everything about him screamed performance.
The producer—Gary, according to his headset chatter—stepped between them. "Look, miss, we're just trying to do our job here. How about we give you twenty bucks for the inconvenience and—"
"I don't want twenty bucks. I want to cross the street."
Liam's smirk returned, sharp and condescending. "Don't worry, sweetheart. We'll be gone once we prove there's no such thing as ghosts."
Behind him, standing directly in the fog machine's output, was the ghost of a teenage boy in a Hollow Creek High letterman jacket. He'd been dead since the '80s—drunk driving accident on Route 9.
He gave Liam the finger.
Piper bit back a smile. "Sure. Good luck with that."
She walked around the equipment, leaving Liam Sterling to his theatrics and his willful blindness.
This was going to be very entertaining.






  
  Chapter 3: The Assignment


The Cauldron Cup smelled like coffee, cinnamon, and barely suppressed panic. 
Lara had closed the café early, flipping the sign to "Private Event" and warding the door with a simple deflection spell—nothing fancy, just enough to make passersby suddenly remember they needed to be somewhere else. The old building hummed with residual magic, layers of protection built up over decades.
Piper sat at the corner table, nursing an Americano while Lara paced behind the counter and Mia perched on a barstool, scrolling through her phone.
"This is bad," Lara said. She was mid-forties, with silver-streaked hair pulled into a messy bun and reading glasses dangling from a beaded chain. She'd owned the café for twenty years and served as Hollow Creek's unofficial mayor of magical affairs. "This is really bad."
"It's a TV show," Piper said. "They'll film some creaky doors, make up some nonsense, and leave."
"Unless they film something real." Mia looked up from her phone. She was twenty-six, a tech witch who ran the town's only computer repair shop and maintained protective wards through coded algorithms Piper didn't pretend to understand. "We've got three active séance circles, the Henderson house poltergeist, and the full moon convergence happening in four days. If they point a camera at any of that—"
"The secret's out," Lara finished.
Piper took a long sip of coffee. She'd known this was coming the moment she saw the production van.
Hollow Creek wasn't just haunted. It was actually haunted. And magical. And home to a small coven of practitioners who'd spent generations keeping the supernatural elements hidden from the outside world. The tourists who came looking for ghost stories got sanitized tales and fake EVP recordings. The real stuff stayed buried.
Most of the time.
"If Liam Sterling films real magic," Lara continued, "we get exposure. Outsiders. Ghost hunters, paranormal investigators, people trying to prove or disprove what we are. The town becomes a circus."
"It's already a circus," Piper muttered. "They brought fog machines."
"But if he films nothing," Mia said, "he mocks us. Calls us superstitious yokels living in the past. We become a joke."
"We're already a joke to people like him."
Lara stopped pacing. "We need a handler."
The word hung in the air like a spell waiting to activate.
"Someone to guide him," Lara said. "Show him the safe spots. The sanitized hauntings. Keep him away from the Veil, the convergence points, anything that could actually—"
"No." Piper set down her cup. "Absolutely not."
Both women looked at her.
"You're the Medium," Mia said gently. "You can see them. You speak 'Ghost.' You know which ones are harmless and which ones would tear his pretty face off on camera."
"I met him for thirty seconds and I already hate him."
"Perfect," Lara said. "You'll be motivated to get rid of him quickly."
"I have a job. An actual job with spreadsheets and tax returns and—"
"The Hendersons can wait." Lara crossed her arms. "Piper, you're the only one who can do this. You can see what's real and what's performance. You can steer him away from the dangerous stuff while making it look authentic enough that he doesn't dig deeper."
Piper stared at them both. Then at her coffee. Then at the ceiling, where Mrs. Gable's ghost had somehow found her again and was floating near the rafters, watching with interest.
"I hate this town," Piper said.
"No you don't," Mia said.
"I hate both of you."
"Also not true."
Lara moved around the counter and refilled Piper's cup without asking. "Free coffee," she said. "For life."
Piper looked up. "What?"
"You be Liam Sterling's local guide, keep him from accidentally filming something that'll put us on a government watch list, and you get free coffee for life. Any drink. Any size. Forever."
It was a good bribe. Lara knew it. Piper drank approximately four cups a day, minimum.
"Premium roasts included?" Piper asked.
"Premium roasts included."
"And those seasonal lavender lattes you charge eight dollars for?"
"Push your luck and I'll rescind the offer."
Piper slumped in her chair, defeated by both logic and caffeine economics. "Fine. Fine. I'll babysit the ghost skeptic. But when this blows up in our faces, I'm blaming both of you."
Mia grinned. "Deal."
Lara raised her own coffee cup in a mock toast. "To Piper Hart, Local Guide and Unwilling Hero."
"I'm not a hero," Piper grumbled. "I'm a babysitter with a caffeine addiction."
Above them, Mrs. Gable's ghost clapped soundlessly, clearly delighted.
This was going to be a disaster.
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